THE HOUSE OF BERNARDA ALBA
MARTIRIO: Very late.
AMELIA: And weren't you afraid?
MARTIRIO: No. I've heard it other nights.
AMELIA: We'd better watch out! Couldn't it have been the shep-
herds?
MARTIRIO: The shepherds came at six.
AMELIA: Maybe a young, unbroken mule?
MARTIRIO [to herself, with double meaning]: That's it! That's it! An
unbroken little mule.
AMELIA: We'll have to set a watch.
MARTIRIO: No. No. Don't say anything. It may be I've just imagined
it.
AMELIA: Maybe.
[Pause. AMELIA starts to go.]
MARTIRIO: Amelia!
AMELIA [at the door]: What?
[Pause.]
MARTIRIO: Nothing.
[Pause.]
AMELIA: Why did you call me?
[Pause.]
MARTIRIO: It just came out. I didn't mean to.
[Pause.]
AMELIA: Lie down for a little.
ANGUSTIAS [she bursts in furiously, in a manner that makes a great con-
trast with previous silence]: Where's that picture of Pepe I had under
my pillow? Which one of you has it?
MARTIRIO: No one.
AMELIA: You'd think he was a silver St Bartholomew.
ANGUSTIAS: Where's the picture?
[PONCIA, MAGDALENA, and ADELA enter.]
ADBLA: What picture?
ANGUSTIAS: One of you has hidden it from me.
MAGDALENA: Do you have the effirontery to say that?
ANGUSTIAS: I had it in my room, and now it isn't there*